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Spending  by  ChecK 

To  The  Public: 

A  checking  account  in  our  bank  pre- 
sents no  added  expense  to  you  and  yet 
guarantees  additional  safety  and  an  ac- 
curate system  to  use  in  your  business 
transactions. 

Every  person  whether  * 6 Business  man9  ? , 
housewife,  employed  person,  traveler, 
farmer,  mechanic,  or  professional  man, 
in  fact  every  one  who  earns  money,  must 
spend  a  portion  of  it. 

This  spending  should  be  done  by 
check,  which  will  keep  an  exact  record 
of  the  income  and  disbursements. 

All  check  books  and  bank  books  are 
free.  Checking  presents  no  added  expense. 

WACHOVIA  BANK  &  TRUST  CO. 


WHY  PAY  RENT? 

When  you  can  just  about  as  easy  own 
your  own  home  or  have  some  one 
paying  rent  to  you. 

Why  throw  away  your  small  change 

When  by  investing  it  in  Winston- 
Salem  Real  Estate  you  can  make  it 
start  you  on  the  road  to  a  fortune. 

Won't  you  let  us  tell  you  how  ? 

Winston  Realty  Co. 

Land  Merchants 
W.  E.  Franklin,  Pres.  Masonic  Temple 
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The  Men's  and  Boys' 
Clothing  and  Furnishing 
Style  Center 
for  Winston-Salem 

Something  New  Always 
We  cater  to  the  Boys  as  well  as  to  Men 


CLOTH /ERS  AND  MEN'S  FCWNSSHtNGS 


Get  It  at  Watkins" 

School  Books  and  School  Supplies 
Eastman  Kodaks  from  $1.00  Up 
A  Good  Fountain  Pen  for  $1.00 


Everything  Used  in  School 


WATKINS'  BOOK 
STORE 
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ELMONT  and  PILOT 

THEATRES 

Winston-Salem's  Modern 
Movies 

Open  1 1  A.  M. 
Run  right  to  O'Hanlon's 

For  O'Hanlon's  is  the  Place  for 

DRUGS 

Soda  Water  and  Toilet  Articles 

Ideal  Dry  Goods  Company 

Ladies'  Ready-to- Wear  Millinery,  Dry  Goods,  Notions,  etc. 
Trade  Street— Fourth  Street 


For  Purest  Home-Made  Candies,  Ice  Cream 
and  Fruits  go  to 

Polite9®  Candy.  Kitchen 

114  West  Fourth  Street 
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Athenian  (0atly 


IE  tutU  neuer  bring  iiiagrare  to 
ttjia,  our  (£it£,  bg  any  art  nf  iiia- 
ItnneatQ  nr  rnniariire,  nnr  euer 
iieaert  nnr  auffering  rnmradea  in  tlje 
ranka;  we  mill  figtft  fur  tlje  iiieala  anb 
aarreii  tljtnga  i*f  tlje  ritg  bnttj  alone 
anb  wttlf  many;  uie  mill  reuere  ani> 
obeg  ttje  (Eitg'a  lama  anil  iio  our  beat 
to  indie  a  like  reaper!  anil  reuerenre  in 
ttfoae  aboue  na  tuljo  are  prone  to  annul 
or  to  aet  tljem  at  naugtjt;  tue  mill 
atrine  unreaainglg  In  quirken  ttje  pub- 
lir  aenae  of  riuir  imtg.  Stjua,  in  all 
tlfeae  maga  me  mill  tranamit  tljia  ritg 
nut  leaa,  but  greater,  belter  anil  mure 
beautiful  tljan  it  maa  tranamitteii  to 
ua* 
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T  WAS  WILLIAM  SANFORD'S  eighth  birth- 
day and  the  entire  family  were  in  the  library, 
toasting  marshmallows,  before  a  roaring  log 
fire.  Grandfather  always  gave  the  children 
the  privilege  of  choosing  the  story  on  their 
birthday,  so  he  said : 

4 'Well,  Billie,  what  kind  of  a  story  do  you  choose, 
fairy  story,  war  story,  or  ghost  story?" 

"Oh,  Grandfather,  I've  been  thinking  all  day  and  I 
want  a  ghost  story,  a  true  ghost  story." 

"My!  my!  I  have  one  in  mind  this  minute  and  it  is 
true  all  right.  Hurry  and  finish  your  marshmallows  be- 
fore I  begin." 

The  children  were  soon  ready  and  took  their  places 
around  Grandfather.  Little  Ellen  sat  on  his  lap,  Mary  and 
Edith  on  each  side  and  William,  Henry  and  John  on  the 
floor  at  his  feet. 

"When  I  was  young,  boys  didn't  get  to  travel  very 
much;  so  when  Jim  Long's  father  wanted  him  to  go  to 
look  at  a  place  about  seventy-five  miles  from  home,  which 
he  was  thinking  of  buying,  I  envied  him  with  all  my  heart. 
Jim  and  I  were  chums.  He  asked  father  to  let  me  go  with 
him.    He  said  that  we  could  go  in  the  two  horse  buggy  and 
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leave  the  driver  at  home.  Father  hesitated,  but  when  he 
saw  that  I  was  so  anxious  to  go,  he  consented. 

"We  started  on  our  journey,  one  fine  morning,  and  felt 
as  big  as  yon  please  with  the  thought  of  traveling  so  far 
alone.  We  saw  many  curious  notices,  tacked  on  trees  near 
the  road.    We  noticed  one  especially,  which  read  : 

"Fifty  dollars  reward  for  a  white  sow  with  six  little 
pigs.  Finder  please  come  to  Squire  Holt  for  reward.  June 
16,  1859." 

"Fifty  dollars  was  a  large  sum  of  money  at  that  time 
and  I  was  just  thinking  how  proud  I  would  be  if  we  could 
get  the  reward,  when  Jim  broke  in  on  my  thoughts  by  say- 
ing: 

"If  we  could  run  up  on  that  old  sow,  we  would  go  home 
feeling  as  rich  as  Croesus,  wouldn't  we?" 

"Sure.  We  would  give  a  big  candy  pulling  and  an  old 
Virginia  breakdown  to  celebrate  our  good  luck,"  I  answer- 
ed. 

"We  had  gone  a  long  way  without  seeing  a  single 
house,  and  I  began  to  wonder  if  we  had  reached  an  uncivil- 
ized part  of  the  country,  when  we  saw  a  very  dilapidated 
old  stone  mansion,  sitting  far  back  from  the  road.  It  looked 
as  though  no  one  had  even  been  in  the  yard  for  years.  The 
hedge  across  the  front  was  as  tall  as  a  small  tree.  Where 
the  hedge  was  open  for  driveways  long  before,  there  was 
tall  grass  and  weeds.  The  house  was  an  extremely  large, 
three-story  mansion,  which  looked  ready  to  fall  in  from  de- 
cay. Just  back  of  the  house  was  a  thick  pine  forest,  which 
gave  a  gloomy  and  ghostly  hue  to  the  entire  place.  Little 
farther  on  we  saw  the  stables,  whose  roofs  had  already 
sunken  in.  Near  the  stables,  we  saw  about  seventy  bee- 
stands;  but  they  too,  were  deserted. 

"As  soon  as  we  reached  the  next  village  and  were  set- 
tled for  the  night,  we  asked  Mr.  Mooney,  the  inn  keeper, 
who  owned  that  old  deserted  mansion  about  five  miles  down 
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the  road.  He  seemed  surprised  that  we  had  never  heard 
of  the  ' '  Old  Haunted  House ' '  and  told  us  all  about  it.  Long, 
long  ago,  when  he  was  just  a  baby,  it  had  been  built  by  a 
Mr.  Winnipeg,  a  very  rich  man,  whose  family  consisted  of 
a  wife  and  daughter.  His  mind  had  become  unbalanced, 
a  few  years  after  he  built  his  home,  and  his  wife  had  sent 
him  up  North  to  an  asylum.  He  adored  his  beautiful  wife 
but  was  insanely  jealous  of  her.  He  believed  that  she  had 
sent  him  up  there  to  get  rid  of  him.  About  three  months 
later,  he  succeeded  in  escaping  and  set  out  for  home.  AYhen 
he  reached  home,  he  went  in  the  back  way  and  reached  the 
drawing  room  door,  without  anyone  seeing  him.  As  he 
drew  aside  the  portieres,  he  felt  that  his  suspicions,  con- 
cerning his  wife,  were  true,  for  she  was  knitting  by  the  fire 
and  there  in  his  arm  chair  sat  a  man  reading.  He  didn't 
remember  that  his  daughter  had  married  and  at  once 
thought  that  his  wife  had  married  again,  as  soon  as  she  had 
gotten  him  out  of  the  way.  Slipping  to  his  bedroom,  he 
got  his  revolver.  He  went  around  the  house  and  shot  his 
daughter's  husband  through  the  window.  Giving  a  wild, 
mirthless  laugh,  he  bounded  to  the  woods  back  of  the  house 
and  escaped. 

"After  the  funeral  the  wife  and  daughter  went  abroad 
to  live.  Since  the  day  of  the  funeral,  no  one  had  been  in 
the  house.  Many  people  had  seen  strange  lights  about  the 
place  and  one  man  declared  he  had  seen  Mrs.  Winnipeg's 
son-in-law,  standing  on  the  porch,  with  the  blood  flowing 
from  a  wound  in  his  head.  Quite  recently  three  men  were 
frightened  by  awful  groans  and  moans,  coming  from  the 
basement  of  the  old  house. 

"That  night  I  did  not  sleep  much  and  I  was  more  than 
glad  when  we  had  left  the  village  and  its  horrible  tale  far 
behind.  On  our  return  trip,  we  only  stopped  long  enough 
in  the  village  to  water  the  horses  and  buy  something  to  eat. 

"When  we  were  about  a  mile  from  the  "Haunted  Man- 
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to  find  out  what  made  this  noise  and,  summing  up  all  our 
sion."  it  began  to  look  as  il'  it  were  going  to  rain.  The  storm 
burst  in  full  blast  as  we  reached  the  stables.  Jim  said  that 
we  would  have  to  drive  in  the  shelter.  He  turned  the 
horses  toward  the  stables  and  I  closed  my  eyes  for  fear  I'd 
see  a  ghost  somewhere  around  the  old  place.  We  drove  the 
horses  under  the  shed  of  the  barn,  as  this  was  not  so  likely 
to  fall  down.  Night  came  on  and  still  the  rain  came  down 
in  torrents.  We  were  wet  and  cold;  so  I  proposed  going 
to  the  house  and  making  a  fire.  We  decided  that  it  would 
be  just  as  well  to  see  a  few  ghosts  as  to  freeze  to  death. 
Then,  too,  we  had  a  desire  to  explore  the  old  house,  which 
everybody  was  afraid  to  go  near.  We  wrapped  ourselves 
in  two  blankets,  which  we  had  brought  as  beds,  and  set  out 
for  the  house,  taking  some  boards,  which  we  found  in  the 
stable  and  our  lantern. 

"As  we  opened  the  front  door,  it  made  a  scraping  noise, 
and  we  both  jumped  as  though  we  had  been  shot.  We  went 
in  the  house  and  soon  had  a  good  fire.  Our  fear  began  to 
leave  us  when  we  noticed  that  no  ghosts  had  appeared  so 
far.  About  ten  o'clock  we  lay  down  on  our  blankets,  with 
our  pistols  by  our  side,  and  went  to  sleep. 

"It  must  have  been  about  three  in  the  morning,  when  I 
awoke  with  a  start.  The  rain  had  ceased  but  it  still  thund- 
ered. At  intervals  groans  and  screams  rang  through  the 
house.  I  seized  my  revolver  and  jumped  to  my  feet.  Jim 
was  standing  near  the  fireplace,  with  his  pistol  ready  to 
fire.  He  whispered  and  told  me  to  bring  the  lantern  and  give 
him  my  pistol,  because  he  was  a  surer  shot  than  I.  We 
searched  the  house  but  neither  found  anything  or  heard 
the  screams  anymore.  We  had  just  reached  our  fire  again, 
when  an  ear-splitting  scream  burst  on  our  ears.  We  located 
the  scream  this  time.  It  came  from  the  basement.  Of 
course  we  at  once  thought  of  what  the  Inn-keeper  had  told 
us  about  the  groans  in  the  basement.    We  had  determined 
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courage  we  went  around  the  house  toward  the  basement. 
The  only  entrance  to  the  basement  was  from  the  outside  in 
those  days.  When  we  reached  the  door  of  the  basement, 
I  held  the  lantern  above  my  head  in  order  to  see  better, 
and  we  saw  that  the  basement  was  flooded  with  water.  In 
the  middle  of  the  pool  we  saw  something  struggling.  At 
first  we  thought  it  was  a  woman  but  on  closer  observation 
we  found  it  to  be  a  white  hog.  The  same  that  Squire  Holt 
had  advertised  for.  I  looked  at  Jim  and  he  looked  at  me ; 
then  we  burst  out  laughing  to  think  what  fools  we  had  been. 
We  had  taken  the  hog's  squeals  and  grunts  to  be  screams 
and  groans  of  a  ghost." 

''And  did  you  get  the  reward/'  asked  Henry. 

"We  only  got  half  because  the  little  pigs  were  drowned 
and  Squire  Holt  thought  that  we  only  deserved  half." 

"But  what  became  of  the  crazy  man?"  cried  Mary. 

"Come,  children,  it  is  half -past  ten  and  time  you  all 
were  in  bed.  Not  another  question  tonight,"  said  Mrs. 
Sanford  as  she  carried  little  Ellen  off  to  bed. 

"I'm  going  to  choose  a  ghost  story  on  my  birthday,  so 
you  just  as  well  be  thinking  up  a  good  one,"  called  Edith 
from  the  middle  of  the  stairs. 

— Marguerite  Pierce,  '15. 


iO 


THE  BLACK  AND  GOLD 


'Gits  Autumn 

The  air  is  fresh,  the  woods  are  brown, 
It  is  the  season  of  the  year 
When  sweet  content  is  everywhere. 
Tis  Autumn. 

The  grains  are  garnered  into  barns, 
The  leaves  are  falling  from  the  trees, 
And  the  one  desire  is  to  please 
In  Autumn. 

Old  King  Winter  is  approaching, 
Still  a  bird  is  heard,  here  and  there 
Merrily  singing,  free  from  care 
In  Autumn. 

— Callie  A.  Lewis.  '14. 


Sty?  f  omtgpBi  Hfcmbwr  of  ttje  lani 

RANK  HASTINGS  walked  slowly  down  the 
street,  his  music-roll  and  instrument  under 
his  arm.  His  usually  sunny  face  Avas  clouded. 
"It's  a  shame,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  "for 
a  fellow  to  have  no  showing  at  all." 
He  opened  the  great  door  of  the  Brethren's  House,  and 
passing  down  the  hall,  he  entered  the  large  room  on  the 
right,  known  as  the  Band  Hall.  Taking  his  accustomed 
seat,  he  took  out  his  flute  and  began  to  practice — for  Master 
Hermann  had  sent  him  word  that  he  would  be  an  half  hour 


THE  BLACK  AND  GOLD 


II 


late.  But  somehow  he  couldn't  get  his  thoughts  on  his 
music. 

There  was  a  feeling  of  unrest  in  the  village.  Just  the 
day  before,  the  Band,  of  which  he  hoped  some  day  to  be  a 
member,  had  marched  off  triumphantly  to  join  the  Con- 
federates. And  today  there  had  come  news  of  a  battle  in 
which  the  Salem  boys  were  engaged. 

"Here  I  am,  big  and  strong,"  muttered  Frank,  "and  I 
have  to  stay  home  because,  perchance,  I'm  a  year  or  so 
too  young  to  be  a  soldier.  I've  a  notion  to  run  off  to  war, 
anyway — but  I  have  no  gun,  no  horse,  no  money." 

Just  then  the  door  was  violently  thrown  open,  and 
Moritz  Schaum,  the  inn-keeper's  son,  rushed  in — or  rather 
fell  in — for  Moritz  was  fat — so  fat  in  fact,  that  the  short  run 
from  the  tavern  seemed  to  have  taxed  him  considerably. 
But  he  managed  to  gasp  out,  "I  though  m-m-maybe  I'd 
f-f-f-find  you  h-here.  H-hurry  up!  and  it  won't  b-be  t-t-t-t- 
too  late." 

"Too  late  for  what?" 

"I  don't  know.  Pa  says  to  t-tell  you  to  c-c-come  to 
the  tavern  quick  as  you  can." 

Frank  hardly  waited  for  his  friend  to  finish  speaking. 
Snatching  his  cap,  he  fairly  flew  down  the  cobble-stone 
street  to  the  tavern. 

There  he  was  met  by  the  inn-keeper,  who  beckoned  him 
in  a  mysterious  way  into  a  little  room,  and  carefully  locked 
the  door.  Then,  grasping  Frank  by  the  shoulders,  he  looked 
him  squarely  in  the  eyes  and  said :  r  r 

"Frank,  I  know  you  only  through  having  heard  Moritz 
speak  of  you.  But  you  look  like  a  trustworthy  boy/  In  a 
word,  can  you  keep  a  secret?" 

"I  have  never  yet  told  that  which  was  given  me  in 
secret,"  tersely  replied  the  boy. 

"Very  well,  then,  I  will  trust  you  with  this  one.  In 
the  room  just  above  you  is  a  Confederate  spy,  seriously,  I 
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am  afraid  fatally  ill.  He  managed  to  reach  the  tavern 
about  half  an  hour  ago.  He  was  so  sick  we  laid  him  on  the 
bed  just  as  he  was.  and  sent  in  hot  haste  for  the  doctor. 
But  before  the  doctor  came,  as  I  was  in  the  room  alone  with 
him,  he  opened  his  coat  and  feebly  bade  me  rip  open  a 
certain  part  of  the  lining.  This  is  what  I  found,  a  message 
to  Lee,  for  as  I  said,  the  man  is  a  Confederate  spy.  That 
message  must  be  delivered  within  twenty-four  hours  or  our 
cause  is  lost  forever.  Will  you  take  the  message?  I  can't 
leave  the  tavern,  besides,  it  would  create  suspicion,  for 
there  are  Northern  sympathizers  in  town.  I  can't  send 
Moritz,  he  knows  nothing  of  riding.  You  won  the  prize  at 
the  tournament  last  year  for  being  the  most  expert  boy 
horseman  in  town.  It's  a  dangerous  undertaking,  but  it's 
a  glorious  one." 

"Will  I  take  it?"  said  Frank,  unable  to  conceal  his  joy 
at  the  prospect  of  going  to  war.  "Why  Mr.  Schaum.  I'd  die 
before  I'd  let  that  opportunity  pass." 

'"All  right,  sonny,  I  thought  you'd  do  it,  so  I  have  had 
one  of  my  horses  saddled  and  food  put  in  the  saddle  bags. 
You  can  put  the  note  inside  your  flute  and  the  picket  men 
won't  find  it.  Well,"  for  Frank  had  mounted,  "good  bye 
and  good  luck. 

In  a  moment  the  rider  had  vanished  in  a  cloud  of  dust. 
He  rode  steadily  until  about  noon,  when  he  stopped  at  a 
^"arm-house  for  dinner.  Then  with  great  speed  he  galloped 
on  till  the  early  winter  night  came  on.  When  it  was  too 
dark  to  ride  any  further,  he  pulled  up  at  a  little  house  along 
a  lonely  road,  and  yelled  for  the  owner.  An  old  mail 
stuck  his  head  out  of  the  door  and  asked  what  he  wanted. 

"I  want  supper  and  a  night's  lodging."  said  Frank. 

"Well,  take  your  horse  around  to  the  stable,  and  then 
come  up  to  the  house,"  groAvled  the  old  man. 

After  getting  his  supper  the  old  man  led  him  to  a  little 
room  in  one  corner  of  the  house. 
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"This  is  where  you'll  sleep,"  he  said. 

That  night  for  some  reason  he  couldn't  sleep.  About 
twelve  o'clock  he  heard  some  horses  gallop  up  the  road  and 
stop  before  the  old  man's  house.  Then  he  heard  a  knock 
on  the  door,  and  peeping  into  the  next  room  through  a  knot 
hole,  he  saw  two  Yankees  enter,  followed  by  the  old  man. 

"Well,  Bob,  any  news?"  inquired  one  of  the  men,  who 
was  dressed  in  the  uniform  of  a  captain. 

"Yes, "said  the  old  man.  "There  is  a  boy  in  the  other 
room  there,  who  is  travelling  north,  and  I  believe  he  is  carry- 
ing despatches  to  Lee." 

"You  don't  say  so,"  said  the  captain.  "Well,  I  sus- 
pect we  had  better  go  in  and  see  him,  don't  you?" 

This  was  all  Frank  cared  to  hear.  Softly  raising  the 
window  he  crept  out,  and  hurrying  to  the  barn  he  saddled 
his  horse.  It  was  none  to  soon,  for  a  light  flashed  in  his 
room.  Mounting  his  horse,  he  clapped  his  spurs  into  his 
flanks  and  thundered  out  of  the  yard  and  down  the  road. 
The  door  flew  open  and  he  heard  a  shouted  command  to  halt, 
but  he  did  not  heed  it.  Two  musket  balls  flew  by  his  ear, 
but  he  almost  caught  up  with  and  passed  them,  he  was  going 
so  fast.  He  turned  from  the  main  road.  On,  on,  through 
the  dark  night  he  galloped ;  he  did  not  know  where  he  was 
going.  When  the  light  broke  the  next  morning,  he  saw 
that  he  had  gained  miles  through  a  short-cut  across  the 
broken  country. 

In  the  dim  morning  light  he  just  could  see  the  white 
tents  of  the  Confederates  covering  the  distant  hill.  AYith  no 
thought  of  danger,  but  with  a  glad  heart  that  his  mission 
was  almost  accomplished,  he  spurred  his  weary  horse  down 
into  the  valley  that  separated  him  from  the  camp,  and  up 
the  wooded  slope. 

He  had  just  crossed  the  brook  that  ran  through  the 
valley,  and  was  entering  the  clump  of  woods,  when  sudden- 
]y  in  the  clear  morning  air.  a  voice  rang  out : 
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"Halt!" 

A  man,  in  the  blue  uniform  of  the  Federals,  sprang  from 
behind  a  bush,  and  pointing  his  gun  at  him,  and  commanded, 
in  a  low  voice, 

"Dismount,  and  don't  make  any  noise  about  it,  either!" 

As  Frank  walked  in  front  of  his  captor,  leading  his 
horse,  his  mind  was  busy  trying  to  think  of  some  way  to 
escape.  But  there  seemed  little  chance  for  escape,  since  the 
soldier  walked  with  his  gun  pointed  straight  before  him, 
and  did  not  for  a  moment  relax  his  vigilance. 

After  about  an  hour  of  weary  marching,  a  second  Union 
soldier  joined  the  first.  The  two  seemed  to  be  cronies,  and 
after  a  while  they  grew  very  merry  over  some  rye  whiskey, 
the  second  had  captured  on  a  little  raid  he  had  made  on  a 
planter  nearby. 

Frank  watched  for  a  chance  to  escape ;  but  though  very 
drunk,  the  men  had  sense  enough  to  know  that  they  must 
watch  their  prisoner.  Had  it  not  been  for  an  upturned  root 
of  a  tree,  he  might  never  have  reached  the  Confederate 
camp.  One  of  the  men  stumbled  over  the  root,  and  his  gun 
going  off  at  the  same  time,  he  fell,  slightly  wounding  his 
companion.  Whereupon  the  two  men  fell  into  a  drunken 
fight,  firing  on  each  other,  and  for  the  time  completely  for- 
getting Frank. 

He  sprang  upon  his  horse,  but  had  scarcely  gotten  out 
of  sight  of  his  guards,  when  the  thunder  of  horses'  hoofs 
was  heard  and  a  squad  of  cavalry  came  galloping  from  the 
Confederate  outposts.  They  had  heard  the  firing  of  the  guns, 
and  had  hastened  to  the  skirmish,  as  they  suspected,  between 
some  of  their  men  and  the  Yankees.  When  they  heard 
from  Frank  of  the  two  drunken  soldiers,  they  lost  no  time 
in  capturing  them,  then  taking  Frank  into  custody  they  led 
him  safely  to  the  General's  tent. 

The  message  Frank  delivered  proved  to  be  of  the  great- 
est importance      For,  by  means  of  the  information  thus 
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gained,  the  Confederates  were  enabled  to  catch  the  Yankees 
in  their  own  trap.  In  fact,  that  very  afternoon,  as  they 
cautiously  advanced  up  the  narrow  valley,  thinking  the  Con- 
federates were  unaware  of  their  movements,  they  were 
hemmed  in  from  behind  and  utterly  put  to  rout  in  the  short 
battle  that  followed. 

Frank  was  quite  a  hero.  Although  not  of  age,  he  was 
allowed  to  remain  in  the  army,  and  join  the  Salem  Band, 
and  when  the  war  was  over,  he  received  a  medal  from  his 
older  comrades,  on  which  were  inscribed  the  following 
words:  "To  the  youngest  member  of  the  Band;  for  service 
rendered  his  country." 

— Arthur  Spaugh,  '15. 

— Clement  Eaton,  '15. 

— Theadore  Rondthaler,  '15. 
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Exposing  Okmtaunt 

HE  BOYS  OF  THE  SENIOR  CLASS  of  Wins- 
borough  High  School  rather  prided  themselves 
on  their  exclusiveness.  As  a  class  they  had 
many  interests  in  common,  and  as  they  had 
advanced  year  after  year  in  their  school  course, 
not  only  had  their  class  pride  been  strengthened,  but  their 
personal  interest  in  each  other  had  deepened,  till  now  as 
they  entered  their  last  year  at  High  School  they  felt  that 
they  were  sufficient  for  all  things  in  themselves.  It  was 
no  wonder  then  that  they  were  aggrieved  when  their  num- 
ber of  twenty-five  was  broken  by  the  entrance  of  a  new  boy. 
a  low-classed  foreigner  at  that,  Guivanni  Caproni — the  son 
of  a  fruit  vender. 

Had  Guivanni  been  a  jolly  athletic  fellow,  big  of  limb 
and  strong  of  muscle,  the  boys  might  have  taken  him  into 
their  set ;  for  school  sports  was  their  hobby,  and  for  three 
consecutive  years  they  had  Avon  the  pennant  on  field  day. 
But  far  from  being  an  athlete,  Guivanni  was  a  bookworm, 
quiet,  meek,  and  hard  to  get  acquainted  with.  At  recess  lm 
didn't  seem  to  care  whether  the  others  went  with  him  or 
not ;  but  when  they  engaged  in  their  different  sports  he 
would  slip  in  the  back  door  and  not  be  seen  the  entire  recess. 

Where  did  he  go?  That  was  the  question  all  asked  and 
none  could  answer.  Sam  Lee.  the  class  detective,  said  he 
knew  Guivanni  was  up  to  some  mischief,  and  since  Sam  said 
it.  it  was  a  fact.  So  the  fellows  decided  to  follow  Guivanni 
and  expose  his  wrong,  whatever  it  might  be.  to  the  princi- 
pal. 

Recess  came,  and  as  usual  Guivanni  slipped  in  the  back 
door — but  alas,  poor  Guivanni !  as  he  entered  the  building 
they  stealthily  one  after  another,  followed  him  down  the 
dim  corridor,  up  the  narrow  back  stairs,  around  and  around 
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till  they  reached  the  very  top  of  the  house,  and  there  at  the 
entrance  of  the  tower-room  they  paused. 

But  the  heroes  had  courage.  They  would  finish  their 
heroic  work  if  they  died  in  the  attempt.  Sam  as  usual, 
led,  the  others  followed  close  behind.  With  a  bold  hand  he 
rapped  on  the  door.  There  was  no  response.  Again  he  knock- 
ed, and  again. 

''Say,  Guivanni,"  he  yelled  impatiently,  "we  know 
you're  up  to  some  meanness,  and  if  you  don't  let  us  in,  I'll 
knock  the  door  down." 

Cautiously  the  door  was  opened.  Sam  made  a  rush  for 
Guivanni,  while  the  others  followed  expectantly,  hoping  to 
catch  him  red  handed  in  his  mischief.  In  a  moment's  time 
he  was  pinned  to  the  floor  with  Sam  on  top  of  him. 

"Now '11  you  tell  me  why  you  sneak  up  here  every  day?" 
"What's  that  you  say?"  replied  the  boy,  too  bewildered 
to  understand  the  simplest  question. 

"What 're  you  doing  up  here?"  came  in  a  chorus  from 
the  boys. 

"Working  in  my  laboratory,"  whispered  Guivanni. 
Then  as  Sam  released  him  he  told  how  the  principal  had 
given  him  permission  to  fit  up  the  tower  room  as  a  laboratory 
that  he  might  carry  on  his  experiments,  since  he  wasn't  in- 
terested in  sports. 

As  he  finished,  all  eyes  searched  for  Sam,  but  just  at  that 
moment  he  was  cautiously  climbing  out  the  coal  bin  in  the 
basement. 

— Evelyn  Shipley,  '14. 


18 


THE  BLACK  AND  GOLD 


Autumn 

'Tis  Autumn,  when  fiery  sunsets  glow 
Upon  us  beings  here  below, 

When  all  the  corn  is  gathered  in, 

To  swell  the  overflowing  bin, 
When  apples  are  roasted  in  the  blaze, 
Or,  perchance,  is  popped  some  yellow  maize, 
AVhen  leaves  are  falling  without  number, 
And  nature  has  begun  to  slumber. 

'Tis  Autumn,  and  the  sun  is  sinking  low, 

As  homeward  from  my  task  I  go. 
My  plow  I  leave  out  in  the  field, 
Which  brings  forth  yearly  bounteous  yield. 

And  as  I  enter  my  abode 

Just  back  a  little  from  the  road, 

I  feel  my  labors  have  been  blest, 

And  now  has  come  the  time  to  rest. 

— Gregory  N.  Graham,  '14. 


An  Sttritottt  of  %  (Etml  Wnr 

(A  True  Story.) 

-  T  WAS  DURING  THE  LAST  DAYS  of  the 
Civil  War.  All  day  long  the  Yankee  soldiers 
had  been  marching  up  the  dusty  road.  It 
seemed  as  though  the  continual  stream  of 
soldiers  would  never  end.  "Prom  a  safe  dis- 
tance children  and  even  grown  people  watched  them  pass 
by  It  was  a  great  sight  to  see  the  soldiers  with  their  blue 
uniforms  and  flashing  guns,  marching  in  perfect  step,  some 
on  horses,  but  most  of  them  on  foot. 
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A  little  back  from  the  road  there  stood  a  plain,  two- 
storied,  weather-boarded  house.  The  house  was  unpainted 
and  did  not  have  any  front  porch.  In  the  front  yard  there 
were  a  good  many  flowers  and  several  cedar  and  maple  trees. 
At  the  bottom  of  the  hill  on  which  the  house  stood  was  a 
spring  in  a  grove  of  oak  trees.  On  one  side  of  the  house 
was  an  orchard  full  of  ripening  fruit.  But  if  you  glanced 
over  the  fields  you  could  not  see  a  single  person  working 
in  them.  Everybody  was  gathered  around  the  house  talk- 
ing excitedly.  Many  slaves  were  gathered  in  a  group  to 
themselves,  some  praying,  some  crying.  Every  where 
there  was  an  air  of  great  excitement. 

Such  was  the  condition  of  grandfather's  home  during 
the  passing  of  the  Yankees. 

Toward  evening  the  line  of  soldiers  began  getting 
smaller  and  smaller.  At  last  there  were  only  a  few  soldiers 
left  straggling  on  behind.  Two  of  these  approached  the 
house.  Both  of  them  were  drunk  and  as  soon  as  they  drew 
near  the  children  ran  into  the  house.  One  of  them  entered 
and  demanded  something  to  eat  from  my  grandmother.  She 
set  before  him  a  nice  meal,  which  he  ate  ravenously.  When 
he  got  through  he  went  to  the  smoke-house  and  helped  him- 
self to  the  meat,  and  then  put  all  the  silver-ware  which 
had  not  been  hidden  into  a  flour  sack  and  slung  it  over  his 
shoulder. 

The  other  soldier  did  not  enter  the  house,  but  told  my 
grandfather  to  come  outside.  Grandfather  came  out  at 
once  and  asked  the  Yankee  what  he  wanted. 

"I  want  your  money,  and  quick  about  it,"  was  the  in- 
solent reply. 

"I  have  no  money  in  the  house,"  said  my  grandfather. 

"You  liar  !  You  have.  You'd  better  hand  it  up,"  yelled 
the  drunken  soldier. 

"I  have  told  you  I  have  no  money,"  answered  grand- 
father. 
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This  greatly  enraged  the  Yankee,  and  with  an  oath  he 
drew  a  pistol  from  his  hip  pocket. 

"Now,  if  you  don't  hand  up  your  money  I'll  shoot  you 
dead,"  said  he. 

"Then  if  yon  are  going  to  kill  me.  will  yon  allow  me  a 
few  minutes  to  pray?"  said  grandfather. 

"Yes,  but  be  quick  about  it."  replied  the  soldier. 

When  grandfather  had  finished  praying,  the  Yankee 
cocked  his  pistol  and  pointed  it  straight  at  his  head.  Just 
then  a  Yankee  officer  came  up.  He  approached  so  noiseless- 
ly that  the  soldier  did  not  hear  him.  When  he  saw  what 
the  drunken  soldier  was  about  to  do,  with  a  quick  stroke 
he  knocked  the  pistol  out  of  his  hand  just  in  time  to  save 
grandfather's  life.  Then  he  went  into  the  house,  took  away 
the  stolen  meat  and  silver  from  the  other  soldier,  and  kicked 
him  down  the  steps.  Whereupon  he  ordered  three  of  his 
soldiers  to  take  the  drunken  Yankees  to  the  lockup. 

"Madam,"  said  the  officer,  as  he  was  about  to  depart, 
"I  will  see  to  it  that  hereafter  you  shall  have  full  protec- 
tion." 

—Clifton  Eaton,  '15. 
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OCKWELLS  EDGECOMBE  came  slowly  down 
the  stairs  of  the  Zinzendorf.  He  stopped  as 
he  reached  the  door,  and  gazed  through  the 
glass  paneling  into  the  night.  Many  lights 
were  seen  shimmering  dully  and  slightly  thin- 
ning the  mist  of  a  drizzling  rain. 

Edgecombe  stood  a  moment,  undecided  whether  or  not 
to  fight  the  blurring  storm  to  the  theatre,  then  turned  and, 
first  stopping  at  the  cigar  stand,  wended  his  way  toward  the 
reading  room. 

Scarcely  had  he  settled  into  the  comfortable  depths  of 
an  armchair  and  picked  up  a  daily,  when  a  man  stepped  up 
to  him,  tapped  him  gently  on  the  shoulder,  and  said,  "Mr. 
P^dgecombe,  I  believe." 

Rockwells  turned  and  beheld  a  dignified,  well-dressed 
gentleman,  chewing  the  end  of  a  black  cigar. 

"Yes,"  he  replied,  "I'm  Rockwfdlls  Edgecombe.  Is 
there  anything  I  can  do  for  you?" 

The  man  took  from  his  pocket  a  small  gold  case,  and 
handed  him  a  card  on  which  was  inscribed,  H.  Stanly — 
Collector. 

"Mr.  Edgecombe,"  he  said,  "I  understand  through  the 
newspapers  that  you  are  a  collector  of  nuggets.  I  myself 
am  interested  in  collections,  as  you  perceive  by  my  card.  I 
have  in  my  possession  a  nugget,  the  value  of  which  I  should 
like  to  ascertain." 

So  saying  he  took  from  a  small  chamois  bag,  what  was 
by  far  the  most  perfect  oriental  nugget  Edgecombe  had 
ever  seen. 

At  once  Edgecombe  became  very  much  interested  in 
the  mysterious  gentleman,  and  they  were  soon  engaged  in 
a  lively  conversation,  which  resulted  in  an  offer  by  Rock- 
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wells  to  show  Mr.  Stanly  some  nuggets  which  he  had  in  his 
room. 

They  entered  Edgecombe's  room,  which  was  on  the  fifth 
floor  back  and  Edgecombe  bidding  his  guest  make  himself 
at  home,  walked  over  to  a  small  secretary  in  the  back  of 
the  room.  As  he  turned  his  back  Stanley  pushed  into  the 
door  a  small  key.  giving  it  a  quick  turn.  Eockwells  wheeled 
and  strode  to  the  table,  setting  down  a  tray  rille  :1  with 
curious  nuggets  and  oriental  trinkets.  "  Mr.  Stanley."  he 
raised  his  head  and  gazed  straight  into  the  levelled  barrel 
of  a  revolver. 

"'One  word,  and  I'll  blow  your  brains  out."  came  a 
hoarse  whisper. 

Kockwells  Edgecombe  meekly,  though  necessarily  suf- 
fered his  hands  to  be  tied  behind  his  back  and  a  gag  to  be 
placed  over  his  mouth.  Finishing  his  job.  Stanley  gave 
him  a  savage  kick,  sending  him  banging  against  the  wall. 

Then  II.  Stanley — Collector,  ran  quickly  to  the  desk  and 
emptying  it  of  its  valuables,  he  stuffed  them  into  a  handy 
clothes  bag. 

Edgecombe  watched  him  with  burning  eyes.  In  vain 
he  strained  to  break  his  bonds.  His  hands  worked  convul- 
sively up  and  down  the  wallpaper  behind  him.  Suddenly 
his  hands  struck  something  hard  and  round^urely  not.  and 
yet.  he  felt  again,  yes  beyond  a  shadow  of  doubt,  his  fin- 
ger-tips rested  on  the  tiny  electric  button  leading  from  room 
to  bellboy  headquarters.  Eagerly  he  pushed,  once,  twice, 
and  yet  again  did  he  drive  that  small  pearl  slab  back  into 
its  socket  until  he  could  hear  faint  footsteps  approaching 
down  the  corridor. 

Stanley  stopped,  listening,  and  threw  into  his  bag  the 
last  piece  of  jewelry. 

On  and  on,  nearer  and  nearer,  louder  and  louder,  came 
the  footsteps.  Oh,  would  that  porter  never  come  !  Hurry ! 
hurry!  hurry!  leaped  through  Edgecombe's  brain. 
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Stanley,  by  this  time  had  tied  his  bag  and  running  to 
the  window,  he  sprang  out,  jumped  to  the  firescape  and 
was  gone. 

The  knob  turned,  but  Rockwell's  heart  was  in  his 
boots,  and  his  once  cherished  hopes  vanished.    Too  late  had 
his  signal  been  answered  to  recover  any  of  his  curios. 
The  door  opened  and  a  towseled  head  stuck  in. 
"Gidap,  Maise  Rockwells,  time  fo'  breakfus. '  " 
Rockwells  Edgecombe  opened  his  sleepy  eyes,  and  be- 
hold— the  first  thing  that  met  his  gaze  was  a  small  rose- 
wood secretary,  standing  unhindered,  and  undisturbed.  His 
harrowing  experience  had  been  all  a  dream. 

—Stokes  Lott,  '16. 


Natmr  0  (Call 

(After  Shakespeare.) 

In  the  woods  so  free, 

Who  loves  to  walk  with  me. 

Looking  for  flowers  rare, 

Forgetting  every  care, 

Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither! 

Here  shall  he  be 

Forever  free 

With  nothing  his  flowers  to  wither. 

Who  doth  the  city  shun, 

And  prefer  shade  to  sun, 

Seeking  a  place  to  rest, 

Who  loves  to  be  nature's  guest, 

Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither! 

Here  shall  he  be 

Forever  free 

With  nothing  his  hopes  to  wither. 

— Mary  Efird,  15. 
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The  average  high  school  girl  seems  to  have  an  idea  that 
time  spent  on  higher  mathematics  is  wasted.  She  thinks 
it  will  do  her  no  good  and  therefore  she  takes  but  little 
interest  in  the  subject,  She  forgets  that  an  education  is 
not  merely  learning  something;  that  it  is  the  broadening 
and  developing  of  the  thinking  and  reasoning  abilities. 
All  of  our  scientists,  philosophers  and  logicians  have  been 
men  learned  in  mathematics.  These  men  have  been  the 
great  leaders  of  the  world's  affairs  because  they  had  the 
ability  to  think  and  to  reason.  It  is  the  ambition  of  every 
one  to  get  to  the  top  of  the  ladder  of  success,  and  today  it 
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is  mental  ability  which  carries  one  there  and  as  a  mind 
trainer,  mathematics  cannot  be  equaled  by  any  subject. 


The  opportunities  of  an  educated  man  are  far  better 
than  those  of  a  man  without  any  mental  training  whatever. 
When  a  man  finishes  college  he  is  prepared  for  the  great 
battles  of  life.  An  uneducated  man  at  that  age  can  only 
use  his  physical  training  and,  although  he  may  have  a  per- 
fect mind,  it  is  undeveloped  and  consequently  is  of  no  value 
to  him.  The  battles  of  the  world  today  are  mental,  not 
physical.  Today  there  are  too  many  untrained  men  in  the 
world,  and  the  men  needed  must  be  fully  prepared  and 
equipped,  whose  brains  are  to  them  what  the  ancients' 
armor  was. 

In  view  of  these  facts,  every  boy  should  seek  a  better 
education.  When  a  boy  graduates  from  a  High  School,  he 
is  well  equipped.  There  are  many  opportunities  open  to 
him.  With  practically  no  more  training  a  boy  may  become 
an  excellent  bookkeeper.  There  are  many  other  splendid 
opportunities  open.  However,  there  is  something  missing 
from  his  armor,  and,  although  it  is  not  needed  at  the  time, 
its  want  will  be  felt  later  on.  Every  boy  who  has  finished 
High  School  should  not  stop  there  but  go  on  and  make  his 
armor  sound  in  every  detail.  — F. 


Everywhere  people  are  waking  up  to  the  fact  that 
physical  exercise  and  recreation  are  the  foundation  for  a 
strong,  healthy  body.  It  is  an  acknowledged  fact  that  this 
is  of  vital  importance  in  the  case  of  growing  children. 
Where  do  you  find  these  children?  Many  are  found  in  the 
school-room.  Schools  everywhere  are  confronted  with  this 
problem  of  providing  means  for  giving  the  pupils  this  need- 
ed exercise  and  our  schools  of  Winston-Salem  are  no  excep- 
tion. Yet  none  of  our  city  schools  have  sufficient  grounds 
to  meet  the  demands  of  the  children.    Only  two  or  three 
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having  what  may  be  called  play-grounds.  We  regret  very 
much  that  this  is  true  and  the  time  should  be  drawing  near 
when  steps  will  be  taken  to  provide  suitable  grounds  for 
every  school,  for  every  true  citizen  has  the  interest  of  the 
eity 's  children  at  heart  and  it  is  his  duty  to  provide  every 
possible  means  for  making  strong  men  and  women  of  them 
since  they  are  the  makers  of  tomorrow.  — L. 


THE  JUNIOR. 

With  a  sigh  we  say.  "Vacation  is  o'er" 

And  back  to  our  school,  new  books  to  explore. 

Geometry.  French  and  a  dozen  more. 

We  pick  up  each  with  a  slight  little  thrill. 

Determined  to  conquer  by  brains  and  by  will. 

English,  our  old  friend,  is  in  new  costume 
Like  a  reset  ring,  which  is  an  heirloom. 

French,  to  pronounce,  takes  all  of  our  spunk 

And  always  we're  afraid  that  we're  going  to  flunk. 

How  nice  it  would  be  through  Cicero  to  ride 
And  take  his  orations  at  one  long  stride. 

As  we  pick  up  Geometry  alas !  alas ! 

How  hard  and  how  difficult  we  find  it  to  pass. 

Our  tasks  are  so  arduous  at  times  we  despair 

Ever  of  climbing  the  literary  stair 

And  taking  our  seats  with  the  Eminent  there. 

£till  we  will  work  and  study  with  might. 

And  perhaps  some  day  we'll  gain  the  cherished  site. 

— M.  P..  "15. 
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fteramtal  a 

"Should  Auld  Acquaintance  be  Forgot?" 

Fred  Hutchings,  who  won  the  medal  last  year,  is  con- 
tinuing his  studies  at  Wake  Forest. 


Emily  Gray,  '13 ;  Louise  Maddrey,  '13,  and  Essie  Wil- 
kinson, '13,  are  at  the  State  Normal. 


William  Wright,  '13;  Wilson  Dalton,  '13;  Moses  Sha- 
piro, '12;  Robert  Vaughn,  '12,  and  William  Pell,  '12,  are 
representing  us  at  the  University  of  North  Carolina. 


Alice  Wilson,  Blanche  Buxton  and  Mary  Cash,  last 
year's  graduates,  are  taking  the  business  course  at  the  High 
School. 


Benbow  Jones,  '13,  is  at  Guilford  College. 


Louise  Crute  is  taking  German  at  the  High  School. 


Foster  Hankins,  '13,  is  studying  violin  under  Herr  Roy. 


Camm  Johnson  is  at  the  Virginia  Normal,  at  Radford, 
preparing  herself  for  teaching. 


Alice  Davenport  and  Ida  Matlock  of  the  class  of  1913 
have  positions  in  the  BilliDg  Department  of  the  R.  J.  Rey- 
nolds Company. 


Francis  Coleman  is  attending  Lake  Forest  School,  Chi- 
cago, preparatory  to  entering  Harvard. 
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Mary  Horton,  May  Norman,  Mary  Grogan  and  Sudie 
Self,  of  the  elass  of  1912.  Mamie  Wall,  *12,  are  seniors  at 
Salem  College. 


Emma  Wilson,  '10.  is  a  senior  at  the  State  Normal. 


Ila  Howard,  '13,  has  a  position  at  A.  Daye"s. 

Annie  Clingman,  "13,  is  spending  the  winter  at  home. 


Hugh  Pollard.  "13,  has  an  important  position  in  the 
Shipping  Department  of  the  Southbound. 


Edward  Crosland.  '13,  is  working  in  the  office  of  the 
Southern  Railway. 


Linville  Martin,  '12.  Harry  Dalton,  '12.  and  Luther 
Ferrell.  '12.  are  at  Trinity  College. 


James  Roddick.  Ben  Gray,  Frank  Holton  and  Robert 
Critz  are  among  the  AVinston-Salem  boys  at  Guilford  Col- 
lege. 


Ernestine  Lott  is  taking  specials  at  Salem  College. 


Vivian  Edwards  is  taking  the  Business  Course  at  The 
State  Normal. 


James  Norfleet  is  attending  school  at  Glenn  Springs. 
S.  C. 


Mary  Sue  Henley,  '13.  is  Office  Assistant  in  the  City 
High  School. 
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"A  Little  Nonsense  Now  and  Then, 
Is  Relished  by  the  Wisest  Men." 


Some  Conundrums  for  High  School  Students  to  Solve. 

1.  No  matter  who  is  wrong, 
Why  is  Orpheus  Wright? 

2.  If  the  King  should  execute  the  Cook 
Would  Clement  Eaton? 

3.  What  occupation  is  Wm.  P.  fond  of? 
Whaling,  of  course. 

4    If  we  call  Beulah  F.  short 

Would  we  call  Maud  Long? 
5.    If  some  gallant  knight  should  steal  the  office  assistant's 
heart 

Would  Mary  Sue? 


The  Feminine  View — She  had  jnst  finished  reading 
Edward  Everett  Hale's  "The  Man  Without  a  Country,"  and 
as  she  laid  it  down  she  sighed  and  said : 

"I  cannot  imagine  anything  worse  than  a  man  without 
a  country." 

"Oh,  I  can,"  said  her  friend. 

"Why,  what?" 

"A  country  without  a  man." — Ex. 


The  9th  grade  A  was  shocked  beyond  expression  the 
other  day  when  the  dignified  professor  of  Math,  said  to 
one  of  the  young  ladies: 

"Frances  Medearis,  will  you  solve  the  next  problem?" 
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Prof.  H. — "Of  what  is  air  composed?" 

Miss  G.,  Senior. — "Dust,  germs,  and  other  gases." 


The  modern  maxim  brightly  conceived  by  Miss  MeK. 
of  11th  grade. 

Preach  what  you  Practice. 


Prof.  H. — "Why  is  water  used  so  extensively  as  a 
cleansing  agent?" 

Young  gentleman  in  Senior  Class — "Because  it's  white." 


Want  Ads. 

WANTED — To  know  why  the  10th  grade  monopolize 
our  room  for  chemistry  experiments  when  they 
have  a  Sink  of  their  own. — 11th  Grade. 

WANTED — To  know  how  Miss  F.  memorized  Virgil. — Des- 
pairing Seniors. 

WANTED— To  know  who  'pleads  guilty'  to  these: 
"Leave  the  window  alone,  Gregory!" 
"No  talking!  Please." 
"See  me  this  afternoon." 
"Over  in  my  room." 

' '  I  could  have  memorized  it  by  this  time  ! ' ' 
"Take  your  note  books,  please." 
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The  Calvin  H.  Wiley  Literary  Society  was  so  large  this 
year  that  it  had  to  be  divided  into  two  sections,  A  and  B. 
Several  interesting  debates  have  been  held.  Some  of  the 
questions  debated  were :  Resolved,  that  capital  punish- 
ment should  be  abolished;  Resolved,  that  women  should  be 
granted  the  right  to  vote  on  the  same  conditions  as  men; 
and,  Resolved,  that  the  soldier  has  done  more  for  the  United 
States  than  the  Statesman.  A  little  later  there  will  be  cross 
debates  between  the  two  societies  and  without  doubt,  society 
work  will  be  very  interesting  this  year. 


The  Charles  D.  Mclver  Literary  Society,  composed  of 
the  girls  of  the  ninth,  tenth  and  eleventh  grades,  was  or- 
ganized September  the  nineteenth.  The  second  debate  was 
very  interesting,  the  question  being,  Resolved,  that  women 
should  be  granted  the  right  to  vote  on  the  same  conditions 
as  men.  In  this  debate  the  negative  side  won.  At  the 
next  meeting  a  delightful  musical  program  was  rendered. 
Selections  from  "II  Trovatore"  and  other  beautiful  selec- 
tions were  rendered  on  a  Victrola. 


The  girls  of  the  eighth  grade  have  formed  a  Literary 
Society  naming  it  the  Glenn  Society  from  one  of  our  State's 
famous  governors.  Like  the  Wiley  Society,  there  were  so 
many  students  in  it,  that  it  was  found  necessary  to  divide 
it  into  two  sections,  both  of  which  are  doing  very  creditable 
work. 


The  boys  of  the  Eighth  Grades  have  organized  a  Society 
and  named  it  for  Carolina's  Educational  Governor,  Charles 
B.  Aycock.  They  are  taking  great  interest  in  debating  and 
we  expect  they  will  surprise  the  larger  boys  next  year  when 
they  enter  the  Calvin  H.  Wiley  Society. 
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FOOT  BALL. 

Our  High  School,  for  the  first  time,  has  a  football  team. 
This  is  an  entirely  new  game  in  Winston,  and  to  be  success- 
ful must  have  the  hearty  co-operation  of  every  student.  Mr. 
Herbert  A.  Gould  of  the  Journal,  has  very  kindly  consented 
to  coach  the  team  with  the  assistance  of  Professors  Moore 
and  Hoke.  Although  this  is  an  entirely  new  game,  we 
will  have  a  winning  team  if  the  students  will  support  it. 
Every  boy  should  have  made  an  attempt  to  get  on  the  team, 
and  everyone,  boys  and  girls,  should  attend  every  game  and 
cheer  on  our  boys  to  victory. 

If  everyone  will  come  to  the  games,  all  persons  con- 
cerned will  be  benefitted.  The  team  will  play  better  and 
its  chances  for  victory  greatly  increased.  On  the  other 
hand  the  attendants  will  also  be  benefitted.  They  will 
be  helped  by  being  out  in  the  air  and  will  be  healthier. 
Also,  they  cannot  look  at  a  game  without  gaining  loyalty 
to  their  school  and  thus  they  will  gain  "school  spirit,'' 
something  greatly  needed. 
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The  following  magazines  have  been  received  since  our 
last  issue : 

The  AVake  Forest  Student,  April;  University  Magazine, 
April;  Davidson  College  Magazine,  May  and  October;  John 
Marshall  Record,  May;  The  Tatler,  May;  Lexington  High 
School,  April;  The  Wahisco,  May  and  The  Critic,  April  and 
May. 


The  Lexington  High  School  Magazine  brings  us  some 
very  interesting  stories.  "Some  Facts  Concerning  the  Presi- 
dents" is  especially  interesting.  We  missed  the  Athletic 
News  but  the  other  departments  are  very  Avell  written  up. 


The  John  Marshall  Record  has  some  original  stories 
but  there  is  a  lack  of  original  jokes.  "A  Field  of  Burning 
Broom"  is  a  splendid  word  picture.  We  suggest  a  few 
more  good  stories. 

The  Wahisco,  Washington,  N.  C,  contains  some  very 
original  and  cleverly  written  stories.  "The  Masquerader, " 
"That  Dog"  and  "Base  Ball  Team  1913"  deserve  special 
mention.    The  cuts  are  a  great  addition. 


The  May  issue  of  The  Tatler,  Kinston,  N.  C,  is  very 
well  arranged,  and  we  read  it  with  interest.  The  Class 
History  seems  to  be  more  present  than  past  history. 


The  March  and  April  numbers  of  the  Critic,  Lynchburg, 
Va.,  are  full  of  bright  little  stories  and  poems.  "The  Glen- 
Eden  Prize,"  "The  Rivals"  and  the  "Spirit  of  the  Ganges" 
are  among  the  best. 


Install  a  Gas  Range  a"d  Ruud  Water  Heater 

All  modern  homes  are  being  equipped 
with  an  "all  gas  kitchen." 

Phone  55. 

Winston-Salem  Gas  Company 

S.  F.  HARRIS  P.  STOUDEMIRE 

Harris  &  Stoudemire 

Dealers  in 

Furniture,  Stoves  and  House  Furnishings 

411  Trade  Street 

It  will  pay  you  to  see  us  before  buying. 

CALL 

MOORE  BROS. 

for  Good  Groceries 

In  our  new  quarters  on  Fourth  Street— 215 
Phone  297 


Huntley-Hill-Stockton  Co. 

Home  and  Office  Furnishers 
Undertakers  Phone  144  Ambulance 

Corner  Fifth  and  Trade  Streets 


Boyles  Bros. 

Snappy  Clothing 

for  Snappy 
SCHOOL  BOYS 


W.  C.  Wright  &  Company 

SHOES 

The  Latest  Styles  and  Best  Quality 


Winston  Steam  Laundry 

OLDEST  LARGEST  BEST 


DAVID  H.  BLAIR 

ATTORNEY  AT  LAW 

Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 
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J.  T.  JOYNER 

THE  WEST  END  GROCER 

Staple  and  Fancy  Confectioneries 
Groceries  Fruits,  Etc. 

WILLARD  C.  NORTHUP 

Rooms  712-713-714  Wachovia  Bank  Building 
Phone  335 
Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

FOUNTAIN  PENS-CHRISTMAS  NUMBERS 
Stop  and  See  Them 

SHAFFNER-LANDQUIST  CO. 

DRUGGISTS 


Drink 


In  Bottles 

Simply  Delicious 
and  so  Easily 
Served 


CHARMS  WING 

CHINESE  LAUNDRY  211  MAIN  STREET 

All  Work  Done  by  Hand 


Original  (Si  Leading  Millinery  Store 

You  can  always  get  the  latest  and  most  up-to-date  Hats, 
Novelties,  in  Ladies'  Furnishings  at 

MRS.  L,  K.  STANTON 


m 


m 


Shamrock  Mills 

Manufacturers  of 

Fine  Hosiery 


Your  Mother  Used  Elkin  Blankets 
Why  Not  You  ? 

Asleep  in  the  deep,  downy  softness  of  an  Elkin  Blanket  you  are  build- 
ing up  the  system,  resting  the  brain,  and  preparing  for  another  day's  battle 
in  school,  office  or  store.  Elkin  Blankets  are  made  in  a  clean,  well-kept 
mill  by  happy,  healthy  employees,  and  are  a  combination  of  high  quality 
and  sanitary  material.    Most  good  dealers  have  them, 

Chatham  Manufacturing  Company 
EIKin  N.  C,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C» 


J.  N.  DAVIS 

For  Fine  Millinery  <&»  Ready  to  Wear 


Powell's  Steam  Cleaning  and  Dyeing 

Phone  388.  435  Liberty  Street. 


LOOK  !  LOOK  !  LOOK  ! 

Let's  go  where  we  can  get  what  we  want  when  we  want  it.  They 
make  pictures  day  and  night  by  their  new  process. 

Southern  Electric  Studio 

Third  and  Main  St.    C.  W.  Webb,  Prop. 


Maynard-Crutchfield  Company 

PLUMBING  and  HEATING  CONTRACTORS 
Sanitary  Plumbing,  Steam  and  Hot  Water  Heating,  Gas  Fitting,  Pneumatic 
Water  Systems,  Sewerage  Systems. 
Phone  220 


Build  Your  Home 

With  material  and  advice  from  those 
who  know  how  to  give  you  the  best. 

Let  Us  Consider 

the  plans  for  your  new  house,  which 
would  give  you  results. 

Fog'le  Bros.  Co. 

Phone  85 


C.  M.  THOMAS  &  CO. 

COAL,    CEMENT  CONSTRUCTION 

Main  Office  Phones  55  and  56 


Clinard's  Mantel  and  Tile  Co. 

FOR 

Mantels,  Tiles  and  Grates 


FOR  THE  BEST  BOYS'  SUITS 

N.  L.  CRANFORD 

One  Price  Clothier 
Visit  the  PALM  PARLOR 

Howard's  Pharmacy 

Cor.  Main  and  Third  Sts.  Telephone  No.  49 
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1802 


1913 


Salem  Academy  &  College 


Oldest  institution  for  the  higher 
education  of  women  of  the  South 

Schools  of  Music,  Domestic  Science, 
Art,  Expression  and  Business 

Spacious  campus,  modern  dormitories,  pure  water,  bracing 
climate,  health  record  unsurpassed. 

"The  ideal  of  this  institution  is  the  Christian 
Education  of  Young  Women" 

Faculty  58  Students  Enrolled  621 


w.  t.  vogler  &  son  Jewelers 

Headquarters  for 
ALL  KINDS  OF  SOCIETY  AND  SCHOOL  PINS 


Z5/>e  WHite  Star  Company 

For  Fancy  Groceries,  Fruits  and  Confectioneries.    Phone  98  and  99 
Where  Quality  Prevails 

Class  in  Service  and  Well  Cooked  Food  Always  to  be  Found  at  the 


Catalogue  and  Views  upon  Application 


FRED  M.  PARRISH 


ATTORNEY  AT  LAW 


WACHOVIA  BANK  BUILDING 


The  Finest  Cafe  in  the  State 


Regular  Dinner  and  Supper 
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Galloway  &,  Jenkins 

All  Kinds  of 

Insurance  and 
Real  Estate 

Wachovia  Bank  Building 
W.  G.  Jerome,  Pres.  Ray  Johnson,  Sec.  &  Treas. 

Barr's  Shoe  Store 

435  Liberty  Street.       Phone  1163 

LOUIS  M.  SWINK 

Attorney  at  Law 

Collections  and  Commercial  Law  a  Specialty.      Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

J.  L.  LASHMIT  O, 

415  LIBERTY  STREET  \^J/lOCS~ 


PHONE  589 

J/iat's  Jill 

For  an  tW^^^^^P  428  North 
Everlasting  A^£inc^~^  CfM^  Liberty 
Gift  VijfP  fyewctc**  ?  ©jWitrUfc  St. 


Any  father  who  is  so  fortunate  as  to  have  a 
daughter  and  in  justice  to  her  possessing  a  thor- 
ough education,  it  is  his  duty  to  let  her  be  the 
proud  owner  of  a  fine  piano. 


If  father  wants  her  to  be  accomplished  he 
should  seriously  look  into  her  musical  education. 

STIEFF 

PIANOS 

are  used  in  four  of  Winston's  Graded  Schools  as 
well  as  Salem  Academy,  Y.  M.  C.  A.  and  Y.  W. 
C.  A.  Don't  you  want  to  become  a  Stieff  owner? 

"Our  Easy  Payment  Plan" 

will  enable  you  to  own  a  Stieff  now. 

We  carry  a  large  stock  of  pianos  (of  different 
makes)  at  all  prices.    Write  today. 

Chas.  M.  Stieff 

219  S.  Tryon  St.  Charlotte,  N.  C. 
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The  Sporting  Goods  Store 

Base  Ball,  Foot  Ball  and  Basket  Ball 
Supplies.  Tennis  Goods,  Gym  Cloth- 
ing, Shoes,  etc.,  Sweaters  and  Jerseys. 
A  complete  stock  of  Athletic  Supplies. 

Brown -Rogers  Company 


Amuzu  Theatre 

To  he  Place  You  Know 
For  Good  Clean  Solid  Amusement 

The  Best  Motion  Pictures 
Quality  is  Our  Motto  For  Old  and  Young 

MEET  YOUR  FRIENDS  HERE 


C.  B.  Watson  J.  C.  Buxton  T.  W.  Watson 

ATTORNEYS  AT  LAW 
Practice  in  All  the  Couits  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


Shore  Transfer  Co. 

Responsible  Baggage  Transfer  Moving  and  Heavy  Draying 

Storage  Warehouse  and  Office  118  East  Third  St 
Phone  836 


HINE5  SHOES 

FIT  WHERE  OTHERS  FAIL 


Those  numbers  for  anything  in  the  Staple 
and  Fancy  Grocery  Line.  Same  stand  20 
years.    215  Main  Street. 


155-157  Phone 

A..    I*.  GRIZ^ARD 


BOYS! 


Make  this  store  your  TRADING  PLACE 
FOR  CLOTHES 

and  we'll  make  you  a  Better  Dressed  Young  Man 
without  extra  cost 

Follow  the  cArrow 


Anything  Worth  Having  is  Surely  Worth  Protecting 


That  is  what  we  are  selling— and  we  insure  everything— 
but  make  a  specialty  of  insuring 


If  yours  is  not  insured  and  you  are  not  fully  protected,  let 
us  fix  it  for  you  today.  The  cost  is  so  little— and  in  case 
of  a  fire  the  loss  will  be  so  great,  you  can't  afford  to  be 
without  it.    We  represent  the  very  best  companies. 

We  also  rent  houses,  If  you  are  looking  for  one—  or 
want  to  rent  your  house— don't  fail  to  see  us. 


It  Pays 


Insurance 


Household  Goods 


Brown-Carter-Hendricks  Co. 


Room  2  Masonic  Temple  Phone  225 

Wm.  Carey  Brown  Secretary  and  Treasurer 


For  Dependable 

FIRE  INSURANCE 

See 

The  Follin  Co. 

ALSO  BONDING 


The  Barber  Printery 

Makers  of  Printing  that 
Mak.es  Good 


telephone  tK.o.  203  207-209  W.  <Uhird  St. 


Your  First  Visit 

to  our  soda  counter,  where  such 
splendidly  refreshing  hot  drinks 
are  served  will  surely  be  the  be- 
ginning of  a  series  that  will  not 
end  until  the  winter  does.  Try 
our  hot  chocolate,  hot  boullion, 
hot  malted  milk.  If  these  are 
more  delicious  beverages  on  earth 
we  have  never  heard  of  them. 

OWENS  DRUG  CO, 

The  Real  Druggists 


SCHOOL  BOOKS 

TABLETS 
COMPOSITION  BOOKS 
PENCILS,  PENS 
INKS 

EXAMINATION  PAPER 


Kodaks  and  Supplies 

Developing 
Expert  Finishing 


Y.  &  E.  FILING  CABINETS 

Metal  Cabinets 
Loose  Leaf  Ledgers 

Blank  Books 
Royal  Typewriters 


Barber's  Book  Store 


314  Liberty  St  Telephone  1 14 


PEPSI-Cola 

never  fails  to  cool  — 
invigorate — refresh ! 
It  has  a  flavor  all  its  own 
— -rare  and  delicious. 
This  and  its  healthy 
effect  gain  and  hold 
friends  everywhere. 
Try  it,  and  Pepsi-Cola 
will  be  your  favorite — 
your  daily  preference. 

la  Bottles  or  At  Founts 

5c 


A 

Word  to 
the 
Wise 

In  hearty  sympathy  with  the 
Pure  Food  Laws,  we  take  every 
precaution  possible  for  the  protec- 
tion of  the  health  of  our  customers, 
in  the  manufacture  of  Pepsi-Cola* 

Every  bottle,  before  refilling,  is 
thoroughly  sterilized  and  rinsed  in- 
side and  out;  and  no  person  is  al- 
lowed to  touch  the  mouth  of  the. 
bottle  until  crowned. 

We  extend  to  the  students  of 
our  city  schools  and  to  the  faculty 
a  special  invitation  to  visit  us  at  any 
time  and  inspect  the  sanitary  con- 
dition of  our  plant. 


